SCHOLAR AND  CARPENTER.
HILE ripening corn grew thick and deep, And here and there men stood to reap, One morn I put my heart to sleep, And to the lanes I took my way. The goldfinch on a thistle-head Stood scattering seedlets while she fed ; The wrens their pretty gossip spread, Or joined a random roundelay.
On hanging cobwebs shone the dew, And thick the wayside clovers grew; The feeding bee had much to do,
So fast did honey-drops exude : She sucked and murmured, and was gone, And lit on other blooms anon, The while I learned a lesson on
The source and sense of quietude.